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"but do not dismiss him from your thoughts3
Maurice."
"Why not?"
She toyed for a moment with her pearls. The
fingers of her other hand were straying over the
notes of the piano, drawing forth some faint strain
of mysterious melody.
"Last week," she said, "you may remember that I
dined at that strange little place in Beaulieu with
Clara. You remember that it was your idea, and a
very good one. One should be seen occasionally with
well-known people. There is nothing better for
preserving your identity. Every one knew her; every
one saw me with her. She may not be of the Great
World, but she is, after all, a Duchess."
"What has this to do with Granet?"
"Granet was there dining with another man and>
curiously enough, the same thing happened to both
of us," she went on, a faint smile parting her lips,
"One of Clara's admirers came for her and carried
her away. I was left alone. Mr. Granet's friend was
fetched away by a telephone call. He paid his bill
and, passing my table, stopped to say how do you
do. We had previously exchanged bows. I am not
an ugly woman, Maurice, and I was wearing the
new Chanel frock that even you admire. It pleased
me to talk gaily. Mr. Granet made a remark that
passing on the road he had noticed the yacht lit up
in the bay. He thought it looked charming. So it
did. I looked up at him. Have I nice ayes, Maurice?"
"Divine."
"What should you do if you were not my hus-